INTRODUCTION	n
Kingsley, by the way, at the close of the decade, was on
the eve of the ill-advised adventure, which to the lasting
benefit of all lovers of the purest and finest English prose,
was the occasion for the appearance in 1864 of Newman's
Apologia, The stream, if never afterwards quite so full
and strong, did not dry up: it was for years later being
constantly reinforced and vitalized by new tributaries,
down to the very confines of the Victorian Age.
The wind blows where it lists 5 and no theory of causa-
tion with which I am acquainted—whether of heredity, or
environment, or of any combination or permutation of
possible or imaginable antecedents—can adequately account
for these indisputable facts. It is right, moreover, to record,
that the Victorian public, the men in the street at whom
Matthew Arnold gibed, the subscribers to the circulating
libraries, which then went far to make or unmake the
fortunes of an author, were neither unappreciative, nor
exclusive in their appreciations.
It is true that the two greatest of the women writers of
the age—Charlotte Bronte and George Eliot—were, at the
outset of their careers, roughly handled by the orthodox
and fashionable critics. But both came very soon into their
own. In the case of another pair of the most gifted authors
of the time, Robert Browning and George Meredith, each
of whom had to wait before he could make good his claims'
to pass, from the worship of a coterie, into the recognized
Pantheon, the fault lay, perhaps, as much with the per-
versity of the writer as with the dullness of the public.
Of the imaginative writers of the Victorian Age, the
poets and novelists, it would be impossible to say too much,
and difficult to say anything that has not been better said

